
©
 P

ea
rs

on
 E

du
ca

tio
n,

 In
c. 

Al
l r

ig
ht

s 
re

se
rv

ed
.

Cl
au

di
a 

Ku
ni

n/
Th

e 
Im

ag
e 

Ba
nk

/G
et

ty
 Im

ag
es

NOTES

As the story opens, Martin, the narrator of the story, explains how his Native American 
great-grandfather, whom he calls “Grandpa,” isn’t the person he has described to his 
friends. Grandpa doesn’t have braided hair or live in a tipi,1 Martin says. He lives on a 
reservation—the Rosebud Reservation in South Dakota—but his home is a shack.

Martin and his sister Cheryl have always bragged about their Lakota2 grandpa. Their 
friends are impressed. They only knew about Native Americans from TV and movies, so 
they picture him to be like the images of Native Americans they saw on-screen.

Maybe we exaggerated and made Grandpa and the reservation sound 
glamorous, but when we returned home to Iowa after our yearly summer 
visit to Grandpa, we always had some exciting tale to tell.

When describing Grandpa, Martin and Cheryl usually have some Lakota item that 
Grandpa gave them. Cheryl, for example, has moccasins3 that Grandpa made for her. 
Martin has a drum that Grandpa gave him. Grandpa had taught Martin a Lakota chant 
to sing while beating the drum, and this made a big impression on his friends.

We never showed our friends Grandpa’s picture. Not that we were 
ashamed of him but because we knew that the glamorous tales we told 
didn’t go with the real thing. Our friends would have laughed, so when 
Grandpa came to visit us, I was so ashamed and embarrassed I could  
have died.

Grandpa’s visit is completely unexpected. Martin hears what sounds like every dog in 
his neighborhood barking at once. He walks to the curb to see what’s going on. About 
a block away, he sees a group of little kids yelling and dogs barking around a person 
walking down the middle of the street. The crowd moves closer, and Martin recognizes 
the person.

I recognized the man. “Oh, no!” I whispered, “It’s Grandpa!”
I stood on the curb, unable to move even though I wanted to run and 

hide. Then I got mad when I saw how the yippy dogs were growling and 
nipping at the old man’s baggy pant legs and how wearily he poked them 
away with his cane. “Stupid mutts,” I said as I ran to rescue Grandpa.

ANCHOR TEXT | SHORT STORY

Virginia Driving Hawk Sneve

The Medicine Bag

1. tipi (TEE pee) n. cone-shaped tent traditionally made of animal skins or bark.
2. Lakota (luh KOH tuh) adj. belonging to the Native American Lakota tribe from the Great Plains 

region (present-day North and South Dakota).
3. moccasins (MOK uh suhnz) n.p. soft shoes traditionally made from animal hide.

This version of the selection 
alternates original text 
with summarized passages. 
Dotted lines appear next to 
the summarized passages.
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NOTESMartin chases the dogs away. Then, with the neighborhood watching, he and Grandpa 
greet each other. Grandpa is wearing a tall black hat with a feather in it, a black suit, 
a bright red shirt, and a bolo tie, which is a kind of tie made of a cord and a large 
ornament at the throat. Martin notes to himself how Grandpa’s appearance is not out of 
place on the reservation, but it is very much out of place in Martin’s neighborhood. And 
this embarrasses Martin deeply.

Martin notices that Grandpa looks tired, so he guides him by the arm inside. Martin’s 
mother is shocked to see him and asks how he got there. She wants to hug him 
but stops herself because showing affection by hugging is not considered correct to 
the Lakota, so she greets him happily by shaking his hand. Cheryl next appears and 
is also very happy to see Grandpa. Their happiness makes Martin ashamed of his 
embarrassment. Grandpa hugs Cheryl, who is still young enough to be hugged in 
Lakota culture, but then he collapses.

He had fainted. Mom and I carried him into her sewing room, where we 
had a spare bed.

After we had Grandpa on the bed, Mom stood there patting his shoulder. 
“You make Grandpa comfortable, Martin,” she decided, “while I call  
the doctor.”

Martin loosens Grandpa’s tie and opens his shirt collar. He can feel a small leather pouch 
that hangs from his neck. After speaking with a doctor, Martin’s mother returns and says 
that Grandpa may be suffering from heat exhaustion, which is a condition caused by 
being too hot and tired.

After the doctor visits, Martin’s mom tries to feed Grandpa soup. Grandpa doesn’t like 
the idea of being fed, but Martin’s dad, who has returned home from work, explains 
that he has suffered heat exhaustion and convinces him to allow himself to be fed.

Grandpa relaxed, and between sips of soup, he told us of his journey. 
Soon after we visited him, Grandpa decided that he would like to see 
where his only living descendants lived and what our home was like. 
Besides, he admitted sheepishly,4 he was lonesome after we left.

The family feels guilty. Martin’s mother is all the family that Grandpa has left, which is 
why the family visits Grandpa for one week every summer. Grandpa explains that he 
had ridden on buses for two and a half days to reach the city where Martin lives. When 
he arrived in the city, he began to walk. He stopped to rest on the steps of a downtown 
building, and a police officer helped him to get onto the bus that took him to Martin’s 
street. Not being able to see the house numbers on both sides of the street while he 
walked on the sidewalk, he decided to walk in the middle of the street. That’s when the 
little kids and dogs began following him.

The family feels bad for Grandpa because of his long journey. But Martin also feels 
proud of him.

I knew everybody felt as bad as I did. Yet I was so proud of this eighty-
six-year-old man who had never been away from the reservation but who 
had the courage to travel so far alone.

4. sheepishly adv. in an embarrassed way.
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NOTESGrandpa doesn’t want to be a burden on the family and offers to pay for groceries with 
the money he keeps in his boots. It’s money he has saved for a long time for his funeral. 
Martin’s dad says that he is not a burden and wishes that the family had brought him 
back with them when they visited in the summer. But Grandpa says the timing was not 
right. He also says, looking at Martin, that he has come because it will soon be time for 
Martin to have the medicine bag.5

We all knew what that meant. Grandpa thought he was going to die, and 
he had to follow the tradition of his family to pass the medicine bag, along 
with its history, to the oldest male child.

Martin doesn’t know what to say. He realizes that the medicine bag is the dirty 
leather pouch he had seen around Grandpa’s neck when he was trying to make him 
comfortable earlier. He can’t imagine wearing it, but he knows he will have to take it.

Grandpa stays with the family for two months. Martin’s friends want to meet Grandpa, 
but he makes excuses to keep them away. Martin’s sister, however, has her friends 
over. Her friends think Grandpa is great. One day, after school, Martin’s friends insist 
on meeting Grandpa. When they get to Martin’s house, Grandpa is dressed very 
impressively and makes a great impression on the boys. When Grandpa and Martin 
make eye contact, Martin can tell that Grandpa has known all along that Martin was 
afraid that Grandpa would embarrass him in front of his friends.

My buddies passed in single file and shook his hand as I introduced 
them. They were so polite I almost laughed.

Martin’s friends listen respectfully to Grandpa and ask to come back to see him again. 
Martin feels proud of Grandpa. That night, Grandpa calls Martin to his room and says 
that when Martin gets home from school tomorrow, he will give him the medicine bag.

The next day, Martin meets Grandpa in his room. Grandpa explains the history of the 
medicine bag. His father went on a vision quest, or journey to seek spiritual guidance. 
He went alone to a high butte—an isolated mountaintop with steep sides—and stayed 
there for three days before he had his vision. When he had his vision, he saw “the 
white man’s iron.” He doesn’t understand the vision, but when he comes down from 
the butte, he finds the remains of a campfire and a broken shell of an iron kettle. He 
understands this to be a sign and takes a piece of the iron kettle for his medicine bag, 
which he had made years ago.

Grandpa then explains that when he became a man and his father was old, the 
medicine bag was handed down to him.

“I kept the bag until my son, your mother’s father, was a man and had 
to leave us to fight in the war across the ocean. I gave him the bag, for I 
believed it would protect him in battle, but he did not take it with him. He 
was afraid he would lose it. He died in a faraway land.”

Again Grandpa was still, and I felt his grief around me.
“My son,” he went on after clearing his throat, “had no sons, only one 

daughter, your mother. So the medicine bag must be passed to you.”

5. medicine bag n. bag used by some Native Americans that contains items for healing.
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NOTESGrandpa removes two objects from the bag: the piece of iron from his father’s vision 
quest and a pebble from the butte where his father had his vision quest. He then holds 
the pouch upside-down and a fine dust drifts out—this is what remains of a piece of 
sacred sage, which is a type of herb.

“After the bag is yours you must put a piece of prairie sage within and 
never open it again until you pass it on to your son.” He replaced the pebble 
and the piece of iron and tied the bag.

Martin thinks that Grandpa is going to slip the bag over his head so that he can wear it, 
but Grandpa explains that this is not the case.

“No, you need not wear it.” He placed the soft leather bag in my right 
hand and closed my other hand over it. “It would not be right to wear it in 
this time and place where no one will understand. Put it safely away until 
you are again on the reservation. Wear it then, when you replace the  
sacred sage.”

Grandpa is tired and tells Martin to go so that he can sleep. Martin thanks him for the 
bag and leaves.

“Thank you, Grandpa,” I said softly and left with the bag in my hands.
That night Mom and Dad took Grandpa to the hospital. Two weeks later I 

stood alone on the lonely prairie of the reservation and put the sacred sage 
in my medicine bag.

“The Medicine Bag” from Grandpa Was a Cowboy & an Indian and Other Stories by Virginia Driving Hawk 
Sneve. Used with permission.
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This version of the selection 
alternates original text 
with summarized passages. 
Dotted lines appear next to 
the summarized passages.

Dear Teen Me,
Humiliation and hilarity are closely linked, my little friend. Don’t lie 

there in bed, your guts churning, as you replay the terrible scene. I’m glad 
your shirt stuck to the floor.

In this letter, the author addresses his younger self. The teenage version of the author 
has just experienced an embarrassing break-dancing performance. The teenager is 
having trouble sleeping. The author tells his younger self not to worry. He assures his 
teenage self that his passion for break-dancing is cool. He admires the teenager’s flashy 
clothes, his break-dancing albums, and the performances he and his friends give at  
their town mall.

I love it that you have the guts to go into Kennedy Mall in Dubuque, 
Iowa, to dance across from Hot Sam’s Pretzels. You and your buddies go 
for broke in front of a small, glum crowd (who all eat Hot Sam’s pretzels), 
and when security comes to escort you out, you scream, “Dancing is not a 
crime!” I love that.

The author writes that he particularly loved one performance at the local Five Flags 
Center. He remembers how the teenager and his friends challenged the skills of another 
group of break-dancers. The author recalls being incredibly excited for the dance-off. His 
younger self attempted a dance move called “the windmill.” The author describes how 
the center’s sticky floor made him fail the move painfully.

You didn’t expect the Five Flags floor to be so sticky. You didn’t expect  
to sweat through your new shirt. You didn’t expect the flesh of your back  
to be gripped and twisted so that it felt like it was on fire. You didn’t expect 
it, but that’s how it was, and it hurt so bad that instead of spinning into  
a windmill—the main part of your routine—you just writhed on the  
floor, howling.

So okay, sure, people laughed at you—and you know why? Because you 
looked really funny.

Despite how embarrassing the failure may seem, the author urges his younger self not 
to think too much about it. He explains that all the embarrassments of his childhood 
will make him who he is as an adult. If he never failed as a teenager, the author argues, 
he never would have discovered his artistic and daring spirit. He says that, as an adult, 
he rarely thinks about the times that he was successful as a child. Instead, he happily 
remembers his worst failures.

LETTER

Geoff Herbach

You Are the Electric Boogaloo
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NOTESBecause now, so many years later, you can barely remember your 
victories (although there were some). What you think about now are the 
high-wire acts, the epic falls, and the punishing jeers of your classmates. 
You think about how excellent it is that you got up, dusted yourself off and, 
with utter seriousness of purpose, tried again.

Reprinted from Dear Teen Me: Authors Write Letters to Their Teen Selves by E. Kristin Anderson and Miranda 
Kenneally, published by Zest Books, © 2012.
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This version of the selection 
alternates original text 
with summarized passages. 
Dotted lines appear next to 
the summarized passages.

This story begins with Musoni, an African farmer, working in the field before the sun 
sets. His field is dry and there has been little rain. His son, Nhamo, approaches him. 
Musoni is worried because Nhamo has decided to leave home to seek a better future for 
himself. So, Musoni pleads with Nhamo to reconsider his decision:

“Have you thought about this, son?”
“For weeks, father.”
“And you think that’s the only way?”
“There is no other way.”

Musoni is angry but tries to hide his anger from his son. He fears that Nhamo will face 
dangerous animals alone. Musoni had worked hard for many years to give his children 
a good life. He reminds his son of his family and the land that has provided for them for 
many years. Nhamo answers that the land has been overworked, and that most of the 
family is no longer together.

The old man got angry. Yes, the land is useless. True, the family tree is 
uprooted and it dries in the sun. True, many things are happening that 
haven’t happened before, that we did not think would happen, ever. But 
nothing is more certain to hold you together than the land and a home, a 
family. And where do you think you are going, a mere beardless kid with 
the milk not yet dry on your baby nose?

Musoni wonders how Nhamo, still a child, is arrogant enough to believe he can survive 
away from his home. He calmly reminds Nhamo that he has never wanted for anything. 
Nhamo feels as if his father is talking down to him and is angry that his father does not 
trust him. He thinks that Musoni must be jealous that Nhamo is starting a new life. He 
feels confident that he is strong enough and smart enough to succeed in the world. But 
Nhamo stays calm. He simply asks his father to release him from his responsibilities and 
wish him well.

There was a spark in the old man’s eyes at these words of his son. But 
just as dust quickly settles over a glittering pebble revealed by the hoe, so a 
murkiness hid the gleam in the old man’s eye. Words are handles made to 
the smith’s1 fancy and are liable to break under stress. They are too much 
fat on the hard unbreaking sinews of life.

SHORT STORY

Charles Mungoshi

The Setting Sun and the 
Rolling World

1. smith n. blacksmith; artisan who creates objects out of iron.
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NOTESMusoni warns Nhamo that he will learn what it feels like to face disappointment. 
He tells Nhamo that he will likely be lonely and homeless. Musoni asks his son if he 
has considered what it feels like to lose faith in his goals and dreams. Nhamo answers 
that he will learn to make it on his own. He hints that one day he might even come  
back again. Musoni knows that after months of discussion, he cannot convince  
Nhamo to stay.

“Go son, with my blessings. I give you nothing. And when you remember 
what I am saying, you will come back. The land is still yours. As long as I 
am alive you will find a home.”

“Thank you, father.”
“Before you go, see Chiremba. You are going out into the world. You need 

something to strengthen yourself. Tell him I shall pay him. Have a good 
journey, son.”

“Thank you, father.”
Nhamo smiled and felt a great love for his father. But there were things 

that belonged to his old world that were just lots of humbug2 on the mind, 
empty load, useless scrap. He would go to Chiremba but he would burn the 
charms as soon as he was away from home and its sickening environment.

To Nhamo, charms for luck are another part of his father’s old world that have no actual 
value. Nhamo believes that he needs nothing but his own willpower and courage to 
succeed. Nhamo will no longer live by his father’s traditions and sees their mental ties 
as being broken. As Nhamo walks away, Musoni still fears his son’s uncertain future. He 
can only comfort himself with thoughts of the power of Chiremba’s charms.

He noticed that the sun was going down and he scraped the earth  
off his hoe.

The sun was sinking slowly, bloody red, blunting and blurring all the 
objects that had looked sharp in the light of day. Soon a chilly wind would 
blow over the land and the cold cloudless sky would send down beads of 
frost like white ants over the unprotected land.

2. humbug (HUHM buhg) n. nonsense.

From The Setting Sun and the Rolling World by Charles Mungoshi, © 1989. Used with permission of Jesesi 
Mungoshi.
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This version of the selection 
alternates original text 
with summarized passages. 
Dotted lines appear next to 
the summarized passages.

Dear Teen Me,
Psst! Hey! You in the corner of the library with your nose stuck in a book. 

Yes, you. Don’t recognize me without that awful perm, do you? (Remind me 
again why you thought that was a good idea?)

In this letter, the author imagines meeting her younger self in her school library during a 
lunch period. Her younger self is in her junior year. She is struggling to understand who 
she is. Her high school self is alone in the library because she feels as if she does not fit 
in with her current group of friends.

That’s why you joined every school club you could. I just counted and 
you’re in eighteen, not to mention the numerous after-school activities 
you’re involved in.

The author criticizes her younger self for wasting her time on activities that she has no 
real interest in, such as ROTC1 and ballet. The author argues that all the clubs are just 
confusing her younger self about what is important to her.

By spending so much time trying to find yourself, you’re slowly losing 
yourself. We don’t all have one single rock-star talent, and honestly, I think 
those of us who don’t are the lucky ones. Life isn’t about finding the one 
thing you’re good at and never doing anything else; it’s about exploring 
yourself and finding out who you really are on your own terms and in your 
own way. You don’t have to exhaust yourself to do that.

The author explains that a person has to find out who she is by exploring for herself. 
The author advises her younger self to do what she wants to do. She encourages her to 
continue reading books.

You’ll eventually find something you’re good at, I promise. It’s a long, 
winding road to get there, but you’ll find it. Being able to spend all day 
doing what you love (or one of the things that you love) is the most 
amazing feeling in the world. And no, I won’t tell you what it is, so don’t 
even ask me. Just remember to always be yourself, because there’s nobody 
else who can do it for you.

LETTER

Stephanie Pellegrin

Just Be Yourself!

1. ROTC n. abbreviation for Reserve Officers Training Corps, a college-based training program for the 
U.S. military.

Reprinted from Dear Teen Me: Authors Write Letters to Their Teen Selves by E. Kristin Anderson and Miranda 
Kenneally, published by Zest Books © 2012.
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On a Saturday evening in July, Vanessa Negrete, 15, emerged from 
the hallway of an Oregon Way1 union hall. Surrounded by young men 
in white suits, she shyly began performing the first steps of a vals—a 
carefully choreographed formal dance.

About 300 fascinated guests watched as Negrete’s escorts, known as 
her chambelanes, lifted Negrete high above their heads. They twirled her 
in a full circle before setting her back down.

The surroundings were humble. Fluorescent lights flickered, and metal 
chairs squeaked and bumped against folding tables.

But Negrete, in her swaying violet ball gown and glittering tiara and 
long curls, was radiant. She was the guest of honor.

She spent weeks preparing this first dance for her quinceañera. A 
quinceañera (keen say ahn YEHR uh) is an elaborate 15th birthday 
celebration common in the Hispanic world. She had worked with the 
choreographer, the church coordinator, the food preparers, and the 
dance partners.

Like many Mexican-American girls, Negrete had been looking forward 
to this night ever since she was a little girl.

Last week, she said that at her sister’s quinceañera, she imagined how 
she wanted hers to be. She thought of many ideas and considered if they 
were possible. At gatherings with girlfriends, Negrete and her friends 
would start talking about quinceañeras.

In Latin America, a girl’s 15th birthday party is a coming-of-age 
celebration. The event symbolizes a girl’s transition from childhood  
to womanhood.

“Quinces” are equal parts religious ceremony, family reunion, and 
raging party. The tradition has its roots in Spanish Catholicism. But the 
tradition has taken on new meaning as a celebration of shared heritage 
and new-found prosperity among Latino immigrants in the United States.

1 

2 

3 

4 

5 

6 

7 

8 

9 

NEWS ARTICLE

Natalie St. John

Quinceañera Birthday Bash  
Preserves Tradition, Marks Passage  
to Womanhood

This text is an alternate 
version of the original 
selection, which appears in 
your student edition.

1. Oregon Way street in Longview, Washington.
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NOTESFather Jerry Woodman is the priest at St. Philip Catholic Church in 
Woodland. He says that a quince (KEEN say), as the party is called, announces 
that a girl is ready for greater responsibilities and privileges. Woodman is 
one of two Spanish-speaking priests in Cowlitz County. He officiates over as 
many as two quinces a week during the busy summer season.

The first part of the quinceañera is a ‘Thanksgiving Mass’ at church. 
This ceremony encourages a girl to take responsibility for her own 
spiritual well-being, Woodman said.

He added that he does a lot of praying silently for their the girls’ 
welfare.

Family members and godparents play an important role. They give 
traditional gifts, such as a Bible and a locket with a picture of the Virgin 
Mary, to the birthday girl.

Historically, a quince announced to a community that a girl was ready 
for courtship.

“In many ways, it’s like a debutante ball2 ... It’s a kind of a coming out 
party. ‘Hey guys, here I am! Take a good look, and invite me to go to a 
movie sometime!’” Woodman said.

Most modern girls have greater freedom to interact with boys than 
girls did years ago. But the ceremony still has meaning for Negrete and 
her parents, Maria Sanchez and Isidro Negrete.

“For most Hispanic people, 15 is the age when you can start dating. 
That’s how it’s been for my sister and me. … before I was 15, I would talk 
to boys. But I would know that if I started dating, it would be behind my 
parents’ back. It would most likely disappoint them.” She added that now 
that she is 15 and has had her quinceañera, she can be honest with her 
parents about dating.

In modern times, the second half of a quinceañera is a reception that 
includes a catered dinner, a series of traditional rituals, and an often loud 
dance party with live music. Negrete and Woodman know that this party 
is often more important to the girls than the spiritual part.

Early in the evening, guests watched as Negrete performed each of the 
rites of passage for her formal entry into adolescence. First there was a 
slow dance with her father, followed by a toast. Negrete then changed 
her flat shoes for high heels, and received “the last toy.” The last toy is a 
ceremonial doll that symbolizes the end of childhood.

Then the lights went out, and a Mexican norteño band and DJ 
replaced the recorded waltz music. Her guests began to move to the 
blaring, frantic beat of well-loved songs from Northern Mexico.

10 

11 

12 

13 

14 

15 

16 

17 

18 

19 

20 

2. debutante ball (DEHB yuh tahnt bawl) n. event to introduce young upper-class women to 
society as a rite of passage into adulthood.
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NOTESGrandmas in support hose and sandals danced along with little girls 
in party dresses. Wives slow danced with their husbands, balancing their 
babies between them. Children chased balloons. Young men in sharply 
pointed boots and dinner-plate belt buckles guided their dates onto the 
dance floor.

“In areas of the U.S. where Hispanic tradition and wealth are more 
firmly established, these celebrations can be very extravagant and 
expensive,” said Bisli Vasquez. He is the owner of the San Antonio-based 
Bisli Events. A low-budget quince costs around $10,000, but clients have 
spent as much as $250,000.

Vasquez says that for that price, girls can guarantee their fiesta3 will 
have “the WOW factor.” This includes giant, remote-controlled balloons 
that will explode, releasing a stream of rose petals during the father-
daughter dance.

“Locally, quinces are more modest, but they still aren’t cheap,”  
said Sanchez.

Negrete’s parents both work full-time. But with four children at home, 
money is tight. Still, it was important to the couple to give their daughter 
her special day.

“Really for us, it’s a tradition,” Sanchez said. “It means that you’ve 
started a new phase of your life.”

Negrete’s parents worked hard to save $7,000 over a year. Her 
generous, though not extravagant, party cost $12,000 in all. She and her 
husband sacrificed and spent less money for a year to save $7,000 of the 
$12,000 it cost to throw the party.

“You try to do the best you can do,” Sanchez said. She added that 
quinces in the Pacific Northwest are often more modest than in Mexico 
or the Southwest.

“Really, here, we have simpler quinces.”

“Padrinos” helped to pay for the rest of the expenses. These included a 
fancy cake, decorations, and the cost of the venue.

The word padrino means “godparent.” But padrinos at a quince might 
be family friends, extended family members, or business associates. They 
help pay for part of the party with the understanding that the girl’s 
family will someday return the favor.

“Most families will put on an amazing show, but they will get 
sponsors,” explained Juan Tornoe. Tornoe is the founder of Austin, Texas-
based Cultural Strategies, a firm that specializes in helping businesses 
market to Latinos.
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3. fiesta (fee EHS tuh) n. Spanish word for “festival” or “party.”
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NOTESHe adds that they ask people, if they would like to be the padrino for 
the dress or for the cake.

“They’re contributing because it’s their niece or their granddaughter, 
or they’ve watched them grow up.”

As with formal weddings in many cultures, the quince is also a rite 
of passage for parents. That is why even families of modest means will 
spend a great deal.

“If you are from humble beginnings to a certain degree, it’s a status 
sign to be able to pay for a quinceañera,” Tornoe said.

“It’s kind of like keeping up appearances. ‘I came here, I worked my 
behind off, so I can do this.’ … It’s fulfilling for them—to be the guy 
dressed in a suit, the mom dressed in a fancy dress, looking elegant and 
celebrating their little girl’s rite of passage into adulthood.”

For Negrete’s parents, the quince was also an opportunity to celebrate 
their accomplishments as parents. They could send their daughter, well 
prepared, into the adult world, her mother said.

“We say it’s like her second age,” Sanchez reflected. “It’s different 
now. … When she was a girl we took her where we wanted, told her 
what we wanted her to do, chose her clothes.”

“There are times when you worry that they’ve already grown up. But it 
was a good feeling for us to be able to give her the party she wanted. It’s 
important for everyone.”
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Copyright © July 28, 2012, Author: Natalie St. John, in The Daily News.
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NOTES

Maya Angelou narrates this story of her life. Early in the twentieth century, Maya’s 
grandmother, “Momma,” had a mobile lunch counter. She sold lunches of meat pies 
and lemonade to working men. Her reliability made her successful. She was eventually 
able to build her small business into the Wm. Johnson General Merchandise Store or 
“the Store.” It was located in the heart of her Negro community in Arkansas.

Over the years it became the lay center of activities in town. On 
Saturdays, barbers sat their customers in the shade on the porch of the 
Store, and troubadours1 on their ceaseless crawlings through the South 
leaned across its benches and sang their sad songs of The Brazos2 while 
they played juice harps3 and cigar-box guitars.

Maya lived with her uncle and Momma behind the Store. Momma’s Store sold food, 
thread, animal feed, seeds, fuel for lamps, shoestrings, and other household goods. 
Momma could also order anything a customer wanted if she didn’t have it in stock. 
Maya felt at home in the Store and loved working there. She became an expert at 
measuring out scoops of flour. She was hard on herself. When she made a mistake in 
her work, she punished herself by not allowing herself to eat sweets. Chocolates and 
pineapples were her favorite treats. She had canned pineapple once a year at Christmas, 
when Momma baked them into upside down cake.

Until I was thirteen and left Arkansas for good, the Store was my favorite 
place to be. Alone and empty in the mornings, it looked like an unopened 
present from a stranger. Opening the front doors was pulling the ribbon off 
the unexpected gift. The light would come in softly (we faced north), easing 
itself over the shelves of mackerel, salmon, tobacco, thread.

When Maya was about 10 years old, she and her mother took a trip to St. Louis. When 
she returned to Arkansas, Maya was depressed. Mrs. Bertha Flowers helped Maya out 
of her depression. Mrs. Flowers was a well-respected black woman from the community. 
She always looked formal and put together. Maya admired her.

For nearly a year, I sopped around the house, the Store, the school and 
the church, like an old biscuit, dirty and inedible. Then I met, or rather got 
to know, the lady who threw me my first lifeline.

She was one of the few gentlewomen I have ever known, and has 
remained throughout my life the measure of what a human being can be. ...

AUTOBIOGRAPHY

Maya Angelou

from I Know Why the Caged 
Bird Sings

This version of the selection 
alternates original text 
with summarized passages. 
Dotted lines appear next to 
the summarized passages.

1. troubadours (TROO buh dawrz) pl. n. traveling musicians.
2. The Brazos (BRAHZ uhs) area in Central Texas near the Brazos River.
3. juice harps small musical instruments held between the teeth and played by plucking  

a metal band.
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NOTESOne day, Mrs. Flowers asked for Maya to walk with her and carry groceries home from 
the Store. Mrs. Flowers calls Maya by her proper name, “Marguerite.” She asked Maya 
why she didn’t talk much in class, even though she was doing well in school.

“Now no one is going to make you talk—possibly no one can. But bear in 
mind, language is man’s way of communicating with his fellow man and it 
is language alone which separates him from the lower animals.” That was a 
totally new idea to me, and I would need time to think about it.

“Words mean more than what is set down on paper. It takes the human 
voice to infuse them with the shades of deeper meaning.”

I memorized the part about the human voice infusing words. It seemed 
so valid and poetic.

Mrs. Flowers told Maya that she was going to lend her some books and poetry to 
practice reading aloud. When they arrived, Maya was impressed and intimidated by Mrs. 
Flowers’ home. She was invited in for cookies and lemonade.

As I ate she began the first of what we later called “my lessons in living.” 
She said that I must always be intolerant of ignorance but understanding 
of illiteracy. That some people, unable to go to school, were more educated 
and even more intelligent than college professors. She encouraged me to 
listen carefully to what country people called mother wit. That in those 
homely sayings was couched the collective wisdom of generations.

When I finished the cookies, she brushed off the table and brought a 
thick, small book from the bookcase. I had read A Tale of Two Cities and 
found it up to my standards as a romantic novel. She opened the first page 
and I heard poetry for the first time in my life.

Through her visits with Mrs. Flowers, Maya was introduced to the wonder and magic 
of books. Mrs. Flowers told Maya to read books aloud to hear the music in their words. 
She gave Maya a book of poems and asked her to memorize one and recite it to her 
the next time she visited. By reading classical works, Maya was transported to times and 
places that were very different from her own. The fact that an important and respected 
woman like Mrs. Flowers had taken an interest in her made Maya feel she was worthy. It 
changed her view of herself.

On that first day, I ran down the hill and into the road (few cars ever 
came along it) and had the good sense to stop running before I reached  
the Store.

I was liked, and what a difference it made. I was respected not as  
Mrs. Henderson’s grandchild or Bailey’s sister but for just being  
Marguerite Johnson.

Excerpt(s) from I Know Why the Caged Bird Sings by Maya Angelou, copyright © 1969 and renewed 1997 
by Maya Angelou. Used by permission of Random House, an imprint and division of Penguin Random House 
LLC. All rights reserved. Any third party use of this material, outside of this publication, is prohibited. Interested 
parties must apply directly to Penguin Random House LLC for permission.

From I Know Why the Caged Bird Sings by Maya Angelou. Copyright © 1997. Used with permission of Little, 
Brown Book Group.
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NOTES

This story begins with Saeng, a teenage girl, stepping outside on an early October day. 
The falling leaves remind her of how she had, last year, collected fallen maple leaves 
inside her algebra textbook.

For a moment Saeng stood on the doorstep and watched the swirl of 
autumn leaves in the afternoon sunlight, thinking of the bleak winter 
ahead. She had lived through enough of them now to dread their grayness 
and silence and endless bone-chilling cold. She buttoned up her coat and 
walked down the worn path through their yard and toward the sidewalk.

Saeng and her family had migrated to America from Laos four years earlier. Although 
she now feels more comfortable speaking in English, she, her brothers, and her parents 
still use Laotian to communicate. Her parents address the children in Laotian, while 
the children answer in English. Both sides, however, sometimes slip into the other’s 
language. Saeng’s mother questions her in Laotian.

“Bai sai?” her mother called to her, straightening up from neat rows of 
hot peppers and snow peas that were growing in the vacant lot next door.

“To take my driving test,” Saeng replied in English.

Her mother, tending to the family’s vegetable plot, asks her daughter why she is leaving 
so early. Saeng wonders how she can explain that she just wants to “hang out” with 
her friends before the test. Also, she is looking forward to seeing David Lambert, who is 
letting her use his car for the test.

Saeng glanced down at her own clean clothes. She had dressed carefully 
for the test—and for David. She had on a gray wool skirt and a Fair Isles 
sweater, both courtesy of David’s mother from their last rummage sale at 
the church. And she had combed out her long black hair and left it hanging 
straight down her back the way she had seen the blond cheerleaders do 
theirs, instead of bunching it up with a rubber band.

Saeng’s mother persuades her to help with the gardening. They work together 
harvesting melons. The family had always worked hard to better their lives in America. 
When they first arrived, they filled their freezer with fish they caught in a local river. They 
gathered worms that they sold as fish bait. Saeng’s mother and father took jobs as a 
dishwasher and a janitor. After two years, they have achieved a degree of stability and 
are preparing to buy a used car. Saeng will be the family’s driver.

“So you will be taking the driving test in the Lambert car?” Mrs. 
Panouvong asked now, adeptly twisting tiny hot peppers from their stems.

SHORT STORY

Minfong Ho

The Winter Hibiscus

This version of the selection 
alternates original text 
with summarized passages. 
Dotted lines appear next to 
the summarized passages.
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NOTESSaeng nodded. “Not their big station wagon, but the small blue car—
David’s.” There it was again, that flutter of excitement as she said David’s 
name. And yet he had hardly spoken to her more than two or three times, 
and each time only at the specific request of his mother.

Mrs. Lambert, David’s mother, had sponsored the family as immigrants. She had always 
been helpful. When Saeng’s family first arrived, she helped them with medical check-up, 
school enrollments, and arrangements for various government benefits.

… It was Mrs. Lambert who had suggested, after Saeng had finished her 
driver education course, that she use David’s car to take her driving test. 
Cheerfully, David—a senior on the school basketball team—had driven 
Saeng around and taken her for a few test runs in his car to familiarize her 
with it. Exciting times they might have been for Saeng—it was the closest 
she had ever come to being on a date—but for David it was just something 
he was doing out of deference to his mother. Saeng had no illusions about 
this. Nor did she really mind it. It was enough for her at this point just to 
vaguely pretend at dating.

Finally, it’s time for Saeng to leave for her test. To her surprise, Saeng’s mother gives her 
money to buy David dinner at a fast food restaurant to thank him. Her mother is usually 
very frugal. Saeng leaves, and as she waits for David at the driving test location, she 
allows herself to imagine she and David sitting together in the restaurant at a  
window seat.

A light honk brought her back to reality. David cruised by, waving at her 
from his car window. He parallel parked the car, with an effortless swerve 
that Saeng admired, and got out.

David gives Saeng some last-minute advice. The test instructor arrives. They take their 
seats in David’s car. The instructor, seeming bored, gives Saeng instructions to begin  
the test.

Obediently, she started up the car, careful to step on the accelerator very 
slowly, and eased the car out into the middle of the street. Check the rearview 
mirror, make the hand gestures, take a deep breath, Saeng told herself.

Saeng is being very careful. Perhaps too careful, as she stops at an intersection and waits 
for all the other cars to go before she drives through. She notices that the instructor is 
writing on his clipboard.

A mistake, she thought. He’s writing down a mistake I just made. But what 
did I do wrong? She stole a quick look at his face. It was stern but impassive. 
Maybe I should ask him right now, what I did wrong, Saeng wondered.

“Watch out!” he suddenly exclaimed. “That’s a stop sign!”
Startled, Saeng jerked the car to a stop—but not soon enough. They were 

right in the middle of the crossroads.
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NOTESThe instructor shakes his head and instructs her to return where they started. With 
some prodding from Saeng, he tells her that she did a number of things wrong. Saeng 
is convinced that she has failed. She thinks back to all the tests she has taken since she 
and her family came to America—all the hard work she did in school and at home. She 
has never failed a test before.

All those tests behind her, and now she had failed. Failed the one test 
that might have enabled her to help her parents get to work more easily, 
save them some money, and earn her some status among her classmates.

The instructor leaves, and David appears at the car. As Saeng gets out, she tries to talk 
about what happened but gives up. She thanks him for the use of the car and begins to 
invite him for the treat her mother gave her the money for, but she can’t quite get the 
words out. David is distracted by a girl waving to him from across the street. He gives 
Saeng a quick goodbye and drives his car to meet the other girl. Saeng can’t help but 
feel that somehow she just doesn’t belong.

Another car drove slowly past her, and she caught a glimpse of her 
reflection on its window. Her arms were hanging limply by her sides, and 
she looked short and frumpy. Her hair was disheveled and her clothes 
seemed drab and old-fashioned—exactly as if they had come out of a 
rummage sale. She looked wrong. Totally out of place.

Standing in the middle of the street, Saeng sees the driving instructor in his car. His 
face jolts her into remembering the past. She is reminded of being in a refugee camp in 
Thailand, before her family had come to America. She experiences the same feelings of 
fear and dread as when she had been ordered around by a soldier with a submachine 
gun in the camp. Finally, she gathers herself together and walks away.

Breathe deep, don’t break down, she told herself fiercely. She could imagine 
David and that cheerleader staring at her behind her back. I am tough, she 
thought, I am strong, I can take it. … “Who cares about the test, anyway,” 
she said in a tight, grim whisper, tearing up another fistful of oak leaves. 
“Stupid test, stupid David, stupid cars. Who needs a license, anyway? Who 
needs a test like that?”

Saeng begins to walk home but suddenly notices a bush that seems familiar. She picks a 
leaf off the bush and wonders why. As she walks home she stops and pauses at a florist 
shop and peers at the flowers in the window. On impulse, she enters. She asks the 
woman about the leaf she had picked. The florist identifies it and, taking Saeng to the 
outside of the shop, shows her the shrub. However, the flowers on the full shrub don’t 
seem right to Saeng. She asks the owner of the shop about whether the shrub could 
have a different flower.

“I think—I think it was a deep color,” she offered, then shook her head. 
“I don’t remember. It doesn’t matter.” Discouraged and feeling more than a 
little foolish, she started to back away.

Saeng then notices the glass shed where the shop keeps its tropical plants—those that 
don’t survive the cold winter. The owner brings Saeng inside and points her toward a  
potted plant.
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NOTESThere, in a shaft of the wan afternoon sunlight, was a single bloodred 
blossom, its five petals splayed back to reveal a long stamen tipped with 
yellow pollen. Saeng felt a shock of recognition so intense, it was  
almost visceral.

The plant is a hibiscus—saebba in Laotian. A saebba hedge had surrounded Saeng’s 
home in Laos. As she slowly walks toward the hibiscus, Saeng notices other plants that 
draw her back to her childhood. They seem like old friends. The sights and smells of the 
plants continue to remind her of her childhood home, and even of her grandmother and 
how she used to knot and place a flower into Saeng’s hair.

A wave of loss so deep and strong that it stung Saeng’s eyes now swept 
over her. A blink, a channel switch, a boat ride in the night, and it was all 
gone. Irretrievably, irrevocably gone.

And in the warm moist shelter of the greenhouse, Saeng broke down  
and wept.

It is nearly dark when Saeng finally gets home. Her mother, still working in the garden, 
welcomes her with a smile, then notices that her daughter is holding a potted plant. 
With difficulty, Saeng explains that instead of using the money her mother had given her 
to treat David, she instead used almost all of the money to buy the plant. Saeng dreads 
her mother’s response.

“You what?” Her mother stared at her incredulously. “But how could you? 
All the seeds for this vegetable garden didn’t cost that much! You know how 
much we—” She paused, as she noticed the tear stains on her daughter’s 
cheeks and her puffy eyes.

Saeng explains what happened to her that day. Her mother at first is silent, then tells 
Saeng she is happy she bought the plant. Saeng responds that it is not quite the same 
plant as they had before—although she can’t say the words “at home,” afraid she will 
begin to cry once again. It’s not the kind we had before, she finally says.

“I know,” her mother said quietly. ‘‘I’ve seen this kind blooming along the 
lake. Its flowers aren’t as pretty, but it’s strong enough to make it through 
the cold months here, this winter hibiscus. That’s what matters.”

Saeng’s mother says they should plant the hibiscus and begins to dig a hole in a corner 
of the vegetable patch. Watching her mother work so hard touches Saeng, and she 
takes over the work of planting. Saeng’s mother willingly gives up the shovel and goes 
inside to make dinner. Saeng plants the hibiscus. The sounds and smells of her mother 
making a familiar dinner give her comfort. After Saeng finishes planting, she looks up 
and sees a flock of geese flying south for the winter. She thinks about how the geese fly 
away and return, and how her life is beginning to have patterns that will grow familiar.

When they come back, Saeng vowed silently to herself, in the spring, when 
the snows melt and the geese return and this hibiscus is budding, then I will take 
that test again.

Copyright © 1993 by Minfong Ho. Reprinted by permission of McIntosh & Otis, Inc.
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NOTES

While exploring his backyard in the Chilean city of Temuco, the author finds a hole 
in the yard’s fence. When he looks through the hole, he sees only overgrown woods, 
like the woods behind his own house. He, however, senses that something is about to 
happen.

All of a sudden a hand appeared—a tiny hand of a boy about my own 
age. By the time I came close again, the hand was gone, and in its place 
there was a marvelous white sheep.

The sheep’s wool was faded. Its wheels had escaped. All of this only 
made it more authentic. I had never seen such a wonderful sheep. I looked 
back through the hole but the boy had disappeared.

The boy who left the sheep is gone. The author goes into his house and returns with a 
pinecone that he admires. He takes the sheep and leaves the pinecone for the other boy.

I never saw either the hand or the boy again. And I have never again 
seen a sheep like that either.

The author loses the toy sheep in a fire. Over the next 50 years of his life, he looks in 
toy shops for a replacement but never finds one. The author nevertheless feels lucky. 
He has felt the love of people close to him, but he has also felt loved by strangers. His 
encounter with the boy at the fence first taught him the power of the kindness  
of strangers.

That exchange brought home to me for the first time a precious idea: that 
all of humanity is somehow together.

The author explains that when he writes poetry, he hopes to give his readers a gift equal 
to the one that the boy gave him. He imagines that his poems may have reached many 
people he never knew and helped them feel connected to humanity.

That is the great lesson I learned in my childhood, in the backyard of a 
lonely house. Maybe it was nothing but a game two boys played who didn’t 
know each other and wanted to pass to the other some good things of life. 
Yet maybe this small and mysterious exchange of gifts remained inside me 
also, deep and indestructible, giving my poetry light.

REFLECTIVE ESSAY

Pablo Neruda

Childhood and Poetry

This version of the selection 
alternates original text 
with summarized passages. 
Dotted lines appear next to 
the summarized passages.

Neruda and Vallego: Selected Poems translated by Robert Bly. Translation Copyright © 1971, 1993 by Robert 
Bly. Reprinted by permission of Georges Borchardt, Inc., for Robert Bly.

GRADE 8 • UNIT 1 • Accessible Leveled Text • Childhood and Poetry 1

MPELA17_SE08_U1C_LIT_Neruda.indd   1 2/13/17   9:32 AM



©
 P

ea
rs

on
 E

du
ca

tio
n,

 In
c. 

Al
l r

ig
ht

s 
re

se
rv

ed
.

Jo
hn

 P
ar

ro
t/S

to
ck

tre
k 

Im
ag

es
/G

et
ty

 Im
ag

es

NOTES

This version of the selection 
alternates original text 
with summarized passages. 
Dotted lines appear next to 
the summarized passages.

In this memoir, Mark Twain recalls the two years he spent in apprenticeship for 
steamboat pilots. An apprentice is someone who works for a master craftsman in 
exchange for training. Twain credits these years for his ability to understand different 
types of people, whether real or fictional.

The figure that comes before me oftenest, out of the shadows of that 
vanished time, is that of Brown, of the steamer Pennsylvania. He was a 
middle-aged, long, slim, bony, smooth-shaven, horse-faced, ignorant, 
stingy, malicious, snarling, fault-hunting, mote magnifying tyrant.1 I early 
got the habit of coming on watch with dread at my heart.

Twain says that whenever he had to work under Brown, a steamboat pilot, he feared 
going on duty. He recalls that he first met Brown on a trip out of St. Louis. Brown was 
on duty, so Twain waited for Brown to acknowledge him. When he finally did, Brown 
inspected him closely and then asked many questions, which Twain answered politely. 
Brown asked him, “What’s your name?”

I told him. He repeated it after me. It was probably the only thing he  
ever forgot; for although I was with him many months he never  
addressed himself to me in any other way than “Here!” and then his 
command followed.

In a rude manner, Brown continues to ask Twain questions about his life and his training.

It must have been all of fifteen minutes—fifteen minutes of dull 
homesick silence—before that long horse-face swung round upon me 
again—and then what a change! It was as red as fire, and every muscle in it 
was working. Now came this shriek: “Here! You going to set there all day?”

Twain scrambles to figure out what his duties are, looking for orders from Brown. In 
return, Brown is rude and mean to him. Brown finds fault in everything Twain does. He 
cannot be pleased no matter how hard the cub pilot works. Brown even scolds him for 
having manners.

“Fill up the stove.”
I proceeded to do so. He watched me like a cat. Presently he shouted: 

“Put down that shovel! Derndest numskull I ever saw—ain’t even got sense 
enough to load up a stove.”

MEMOIR

Mark Twain

Cub Pilot on the Mississippi

1. mote magnifying tyrant cruel authority figure who exaggerates every tiny fault.
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NOTESAll through the watch this sort of thing went on. Yes, and the 
subsequent watches were much like it during a stretch of months. As 
I have said, I soon got the habit of coming on duty with dread. The 
moment I was in the presence, even in the darkest night, I could feel 
those yellow eyes upon me, and knew their owner was watching for a 
pretext to spit out some venom on me.

The other pilot of the Pennsylvania, George Ealer, was very kind. His cub, George 
Ritchie, had worked under Brown the year before and was more comfortable in his job 
than Twain was. Ritchie would tease Twain by pretending to be Brown, giving out orders 
and yelling insults at him. This made any shift Twain worked (even when he wasn’t with 
Brown) an unpleasant one.

I often wanted to kill Brown, but this would not answer. A cub had 
to take everything his boss gave, in the way of vigorous comment and 
criticism; and we all believed that there was a United States law making it a 
penitentiary offense to strike or threaten a pilot who was on duty.

However, I could imagine myself killing Brown; there was no law against 
that; and that was the thing I used always to do the moment I was abed. 
Instead of going over my river in my mind, as was my duty, I threw 
business aside for pleasure, and killed Brown. I killed Brown every night for 
months; not in old, stale, commonplace ways, but in new and picturesque 
ones—ways that were sometimes surprising for freshness of design and 
ghastliness of situation and environment.

Brown continues to find fault with everything Twain does, even if he has to make up 
a reason to be dissatisfied. Every word he says to Twain is posed as an insult. One day, 
Brown tells Twain to steer the ship a certain way. The cub is sure it’s a trap and that he’s 
going to get caught in it.

This was simply bound to be a success; nothing could prevent it; for he 
had never allowed me to round the boat to before; consequently, no matter 
how I might do the thing, he could find free fault with it.

Watched by Brown, Twain is nervous and makes mistake after mistake while steering, 
but he quickly makes corrections. At one point, he becomes so confused that Brown 
has to take the wheel back from Twain. He pushes the cub out of the way and screams 
insults at him.

In the course of this speech he called me all the different kinds of hard 
names he could think of, and once or twice I thought he was even going to 
swear—but he had never done that, and he didn’t this time. “Dod dern” was 
the nearest he ventured to the luxury of swearing.

A few trips later, Twain is on duty with Brown. Twains’s younger brother, Henry, comes 
on deck to give Brown an order from the captain to stop at a landing a mile ahead. 
Brown is nearly deaf but would never admit it. He doesn’t hear the captain’s order, but 
Twain does. As it’s never wise to get on Brown’s bad side, Twain keeps the information 
to himself.

When they miss the port that Brown was supposed to steer the steamboat to, Captain 
Klinefelter comes on deck to find out what happened. He questions Brown, who claims 

GRADE 8 • UNIT 1 • Accessible Leveled Text • Cub Pilot on the Mississippi 2

MPELA17_SE08_U1C_LIT_Twain.indd   2 2/13/17   9:33 AM



©
 P

ea
rs

on
 E

du
ca

tio
n,

 In
c. 

Al
l r

ig
ht

s 
re

se
rv

ed
.

NOTESthat Henry never gave any orders to him. When the captain questions Twain, Twain 
admits that he heard the order. Brown accuses both him and Henry of lying.

Brown glared at me in unaffected surprise; and for as much as a moment 
he was entirely speechless; then he shouted to me: “I’ll attend to your case 
in a half a minute!’’ then to Henry, “And you leave the pilothouse; out  
with you!”

It was pilot law, and must be obeyed. The boy started out, and even had 
his foot on the upper step outside the door, when Brown, with a sudden 
access of fury, picked up a ten-pound lump of coal and sprang after him; 
but I was between, with a heavy stool, and I hit Brown a good blow which 
stretched him out.

I had committed the crime of crimes—I had lifted my hand against 
a pilot on duty! I supposed I was booked for the penitentiary sure, and 
couldn’t be booked any surer if l went on and squared my long account 
with this person while I had the chance; consequently I stuck to him and 
pounded him with my fists a considerable time. 

While Twain was beating Brown, no one was at the wheel of the steamboat. Luckily, the 
boat doesn’t hit anything. When Brown regains his footing, he orders Twain out of the 
pilothouse. The cub tries to find someplace to hide until the boat lands so that he can 
slip off and perhaps avoid being punished for his crime. Before he can hide though, the 
captain finds him and calls him into his parlor.

When speaking with the captain, Twain acknowledges that he put the crew and 
passengers in serious danger by knocking the pilot away from the wheel. The captain 
questions him about the fight, and Twain answers truthfully. He admits that he not only 
hit the pilot first with a stool, but he hit him hard and then continued to beat Brown 
with his fists. The captain’s reaction is surprising.

“I’m deuced glad of it! Hark ye, never mention that I said that. You have 
been guilty of a great crime; and don’t you ever be guilty of it again, on this 
boat. But—lay for him ashore! Give him a good sound thrashing, do you 
hear? I’ll pay the expenses. Now go—and mind you, not a word of this to 
anybody. Clear out with you!

Later, Brown threatens the captain, saying that he refuses to work on the same ship as 
Twain. The captain fires Brown, excusing him from the ship. Twain is relieved and happy 
by the captain’s response.

During the brief remainder of the trip I knew how an emancipated slave 
feels, for I was an emancipated slave myself.
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